i         28              THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

\

I do not know how many baskets of fowls,
ducks, and vegetables they didn't give us, for
I        they seemed unending.    At last, after more
;        hand - shaking,   which   entirely   ruined   my
,        already fingerless glove, some polite speeches
from my husband and more amiable smiles
from me, we mounted our horses and, accom-
panied  by our four royal  friends and their
retinue,   rode  into   Manipur.     A  salute  of
I        twelve guns  was  fired on  our arrival, and
after we had taken leave of the princes at
}        the entrance to the Palace we turned into
j        the gates of the Residency, and felt that our
journey was really at an end.